THE NEGRO FARMER'

ences not many years ago his keen eyes spotted such a
man in the audience and he called to him in his straight
from the shoulder manner: "Get up and tell us what you
have been doing as a farmer."

A tall, finely built, elderly man, looking almost like a
Nubian giant, arose in his place, his face wreathed in
smiles, and showing his white teeth as he spoke: "Doctor,
I done 'tended one o' yore conferences here 'bout ten year
ago. I heard you say dat a man ain't wurth nuthin' as
a man or a citizen 'less he owns his home, 'least one mule,
and has a bank account, an' so I made up my mind dat
I warn't wuth nuthin*, an' so I went home an' talked de
whole matter over wid de ol' woman. We decided dat we
would make a start, an' now I's proud to tell you dat Ps
not only got a bank account, but Ps got two bank ac-
counts, an' heah's de bank books (proudly holding on
high two grimy bank books); I also own two hun'ed acres
of, land an* all de land is paid for. I also own two mules,
an' bofe dem mules is paid for. I also own some other
property, an' de ole woman an' me an* de chilluns lives in
a good house an' de house is paid for. All dis come 'bout
from my comin' to d'is heah conference."

Another old fellow, when called upon to tell what he
had accomplished, dexterously evaded the direct inquiry
for some minutes, and when Mr. Washington finally suc-
ceeded in pinning him down, said: "All Ps got to say,
Doctah Washington, is dat dis heah conference dun woke
me up an* I'll- be back heah next year wid a report gist
like dese oder fellers."
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